Chapter I: Making My Early History
Concord, Massachusetts

THERE may have been much distinction in liv-
ing in Concord, Massachusetts, in the 'fifties,
but to me, as a boy, the whole town was only a
delightful playground and the people who lived
there merely "home folks." To be sure, I invested
some of the great ones with halos of romance. This
was not because I knew anything about their literary
or artistic attainments, but rather because of the
lack of heroic characters in the town. Had there been
a Jesse James or a Charlie Chaplin anywhere round,
I should probably have woven my dreams of adventure
about them. But the jail was always singularly empty,
and the movies had not been invented. I was forced,
therefore, to pin my youthful imaginings upon a
Hawthorne, an Emerson, or a Thoreau! I have always
felt I was greatly cheated.

I lived in the Old Manse, from which Hawthorne
plucked his mosses. It was built in 1760 by the Rev.
William Emerson, the grandfather of Ralph Waldo,
and was a delightful house for a boy to grow up in.
There was a long hallway running from east to west,
and from the stairway a line of grisly divines, framed in
black, looked down. They were mostly ancestors, and
they gave a terrible air of austerity to the interior;
but below and above were many redeeming features.

One was the swing shelf in the basement, always
covered with fascinating goodies. Here on Saturdaye food, and the same life produced the same type,
